STRANGE  INTERLUDE

MRS. EVANS

(Sardonically.)

There's peace in the green fields~of Eden, they say! You
got to die to find out!

(Then proudly.)

But I can say I feel proud of having lived fair to them that
gave me love and trusted in me!

NINA

(Struck - confusedly.)
Yes - that's true, isn't it?

(Thinking strangely.)

Lived fair . . . pride . . . trust . . . play the game! . r
who is speaking to me . . . Gordon! . . . oh, Gordon, do
you mean I must give Sam the life I didn't give you?
. . . Sam loved you, too ... he said, if we have a boy, we'll
call him Gordon in Gordon's honour . . . Gordon's
honour! . . . what must I do now in your honour, Gordon?
. . . yes!... I know! . . .

(Speaking mechanically in a dull voice.)

All right, Mother. I'll stay with Sam. There's noth-
ing else I can do, is there, when it isn't his fault, poor
boy!

(Then suddenly snapping and bursting out in a des-
pairing cry.)

But I'll be so lonely! I'll have lost my baby!

(She sinks dozen on her knees at Mrs. Evans* feet -
piteously.)

Oh, Mother, how can I keep on living?
no